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son against these shortcomings and expressed the wish that he
could arrive at a calmer frame of mind. His rooms in London
adorned with geraniums sent from Bradenham by the pious hand
of Sarah, who remembered his love of flowers, would do well
enough during the period of probation.

And yet this essay in patience must have cost him a sigh,
since all his instincts rebelled against delay; he seemed to
have waited all his life to achieve his aims, and only now, in
the middle thirties, did the gods grant him a foretaste of success.
Young Gladstone, on the contrary, had been rewarded with
office in the early twenties. Now that Disraeli longed to marry,
the lady insisted on a period of probation, and he must wait a
year just as his forefather, Jacob, served Laban seven years for
Rachel, only to be fobbed off with Leah and serve a further seven
years for Rachel.

Even the Whig Government, whose collapse he had pre-
dicted, continued its precarious existence under the guidance
of the light-hearted Melbourne, and its end seemed as far off as
ever.

Those who knew him, looking on, marvelled more and more
at his devotion to Mary Anne, his attentions, his constant calls,
his complete preoccupation with this middle-aged flame. It
all seemed a far cry from Henrietta, the river parties, the garden
parties, the delicious little suppers after the opera, the sophisti-
cated charm and idyllic atmosphere of romance. What they
did not understand was that love, either passionate or affectionate,
could never, in any circumstances, be the mainspring of his life.

He had tried it once, in the days of Henrietta, realised him-
self to be in danger, and retreated while there was yet time.
He saw that love, in the grand manner, could not exist side by
side with ambition. Limitless love for a woman put a man in
that woman's power, and power was all Disraeli worshipped.
The supreme power must be his, not hers. The day came
when he saw that he must choose between Henrietta and ambition
and he did not hesitate for a moment. The choice once made
was made for ever. Nor did he wish to remain free in order
that he might indulge in minor love adventures. He longed for
the eternal presence of some affectionate woman who, far from
wishing to make him her slave, longed to be his; who would
make their home a haven of refuge, intervene between him and
all the minor miseries of life, mother him and encourage him;
to whom he might return exhausted by the fierce warfare of the
House of Commons to gather fresh strength for new campaigns*